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' But why did you not tell your father? '

' Why, ma'am, he says that I must do as Mrs.
Ponder orders. It is only/ he whispered, com-
ing very near to her, * for to-day. I have found

a place in the field-------' He broke off. She

realised that he did not want her to know where
the hiding-place was lest she should be incon-
venienced by questions. She whispered back
to him, smiling:

1 My indulgence shall be given. I shall tell
no one/

Greatly relieved, he went back to the cup-
board.

She remembered something in her room that
she had forgotten, and, for a moment, was back
there, opening and shutting a drawer. Before
she had reached the door again she heard a
clamour. A woman's voice, muffled as though
she were endeavouring not to be overheard, but
so passionate that it shook the air. Hasten-
ing out, she was horrified to see Mrs. Ponder,
her face all black eyebrow, hurry across the floor
and, with a vindictive gesture, fling open the
window and throw the rabbit out. John gave
a cry, then stood there, his face twisted with
anguish. Not seeing Judith, Mrs. Ponder threw
herself upon the boy and, in a convulsion of
passion, dragged him by the hair towards the
stairway. She moved so swiftly in her rage
that she had knocked his knees against the
lowest step before Judith could move. Then
she was stopped by something else, for Francis
had come out. Mrs. Ponder heard him and